HOME-COMING

some literary or moral problem. That year the subject was to be:
'The Meaning of Honour.9 Andre Gide, Roger Martin du Gard,
Edmond Jaloux, Robert de Traz, Jean Schlumberger, the English-
men Lytton Strachey and Roger Fry were to be present. The pro-
gramme tempted me. Many of the names were those of people I
admired and I felt a strong, almost morbid, need to hear conversa-
tions about ideas and books and not about strikes and sales. I sug-
gested to Janine, who did not want to accompany me and did not
want to stay at La Saussaye, that she go for a visit toTrouville, and
I accepted Monsieur Desjardins' invitation.

The Cistercian Abbey of Pontigny is in Burgundy near Auxerre,
not far from Beaune. In my compartmerit on. the train from Paris
were a couple who immediately attracted my attention. The man
hardly older than myself and almost bald, had deep thoughtful eyes,
long, drooping moustaches, and a vest that was too big for him,
from the pockets of which protruded innumerable sharp-pointed
pencils; his wife was a fresh looking curly-headed blonde with timid
childlike grace; their conversation, which I heard despite myself,
interested me. Presently, seeing the label PONTIGNY on my suitcase,
they introduced themselves:

'Charles and Zezette Du Bos-----'

This meant nothing to me, but that was my mistake, for Charles
Du Bos had already published fine studies of Baudelaire, Merimee
and Proust which were very highly esteemed by a small but dis-
criminating group of readers. He spoke with extreme slowness; his
choice of epithets was admirable. What he said was not only fair
and true, it was the object itself miraculously transformed into
words. When he talked to me about the writers we were going to
meets I was impressed by his seriousness, the minuteness of his
character analyses and h^s constant references to the English poets.
I had a feeling that I was simultaneously meeting a character from
Proust and a hero from Dickens. I did not and could not foresee
that this eloquent stranger was to become one of my most intimate
and dearest friends.

We were met on the station platform in Pontigny by Desjardins
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